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But now the supper crowns their simple board,

The healsome jf?am7cA? chief o' Scotia's food :
The soupe their only Hawkie does afford.

That 'ymit the hallari snugly chows her cood:
The dame brings forth in complimental mood,

To grace the lad, her weei-hain'd kebbuck5

fell,
An5 aft he's prest, an5 aft he ca's it guid;

The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell,
How 'twas a towmond auid, sin' lint was i' the belL

XII.

The cheerfu5 supper done, wF serious face,

They, round the ingle, form a circle wide;
The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace,

The big ha'-Bible^ ance his father's pride:
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside,

His lyrat haffets wearing thin an' bare ;
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide?

He wales a portion with judicious care ;
And { Let us worship GOD!' he  says, with so-
lemn air.

XIII

They chant their artless notes in simple guise;

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim:
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise,

Or plaintive Martyrs^ worthy of the name;

Or